Volume 32
2020

Full Issue

Follow this and additional works at: https://researchrepository.wvu.edu/calliope
Part of the Art and Design Commons, and the Creative Writing Commons

Recommended Citation
(2020) "Full Issue," Calliope: Vol. 32 , Article 1.
Available at: https://researchrepository.wvu.edu/calliope/vol32/iss1/1

This Full Issue is brought to you for free and open access by The Research Repository @ WVU. It has been
accepted for inclusion in Calliope by an authorized editor of The Research Repository @ WVU. For more
information, please contact ian.harmon@mail.wvu.edu.

Article 1

Calliope
Vo l u m e 3 2

Acknow ledgements
The editorial staff of Calliope 2020 would like to thank the West Virginia University English Department, Faculty Advisor Glenn Taylor, and student authors
and readers. Volume 32 of Calliope would not have been possible without your
dedication and passion for reading and writing.

2

P o e t ry

Ta bl e

Contents

of

Zoey Blair
Little Island of Hispanola
I Am Modern Margaret Garner
Jenna Chapman
High School English Teacher
Moon Mother
Lessons from a Camp Counselor
Maria Pomales

Almas Gemelas
Jesus Wasn’t White
Sofrito
Isabella Tennant
Holler and Heaven: In Response to George Ella Lyon’s “Where
I’m From”
Michael Dibacco
Holdfast

8
10
13
15
17
19
21
23
25

26

Fiction
Melissa Reynolds
Grey
Cameron Ferguson
Mom’s Late-Night Calls
Macy Kile
Tempest
Alexandra Persad
Heartline
Lauren Pauley
Monsters of Wellington Forest
3

29
33
38
44
55

Non fiction
Cataline Londono
I Grew Up Reading House on Mango Street
Abbigial Davis
Don’t Stop Swimming
Maria Pomales
Letter to Society

62
66
74

A rt wo r k
Michael Parsons
Between the Lines
Wedding by the Beach
Payton Brown
Woman Looking Out Window
Tailpipes
Afternoon Slice
Elizabeth Boccabello
Untitled
Erin McCarty
Untitled

12
37
24
65
78
54
32

4

E ditoria l Sta f f
Editor-in-Chief
Madison Casimir
Managing Editor
Alexandra Persad
Poetry Editors
Lauren Pauley and Michael DiBacco
Fiction Editors
Alexandria Webb and Erin Watson
Nonfiction Editors
Angelyn Gemmen and Amelia Jones
Visual Arts Editors and Cover Designers
Elizabeth Boccabello and Hannah Jack

5

Readers
Alexandria Webb
Maria Bittinger
Cody McCoy
Kayla Starcher
Makenzie Hudson
Angelyn Gemmen
Kristi Snodgrass
Cameron Patterson
Kristine Waddell
Thomas Lueckel

6

Poet ry

7

Little Island

of

H i s pa n o l a

Zoey Blair

He comes from the land of disarray
where walls collapsed refuse to reform,
Where freedom walks the streets,
Drinking of sweet coconut milk,
Without worry of utility bills,
For there is no light to be spoken of.
He leaves his brother naked as his day of birth,
whispering to his crying mother “maman, je faim”
as she rocks him in her arms made of twigs.
He leaves his home with no door to close,
Proceeds to walk on brown and bare feet,
looking at the countless passerby’s of
the women who weave baskets for hair,
with spines straight as your meterstick.
He meets me on the overlook of the ocean,
where the waves play his lullaby on repeat.
My eyes sting from the radiance,
of his torn tee-shirt and cracked feet,
“Pa kriye pou mwen”
He leads me down the slope
8

and into the ocean littered with sea urchins
where water melts the dusty dirt of his legs, like how sugar dissolves on your
tongue,
but he has never tasted something so sweet.
We hold hands in pale moonlight,
look upon the stars that resemble crushed diamonds,
as his left hand
and my right,
reach up to steal the bits from the sky,
while make milky tea of the ocean water
to serve to crying mothers,
and their babies too.
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I

am

M o d e r n M a rg a r e t G a r n e r

Listen to the song
Through the cotton in your ears,
that my people picked for you.
The song of the blue birds,
that if you knew what they sang,
you’d never hum along again.
They sing our desperate cries back to us,
and make us mangers of old nests
so were able to give our babies rest.
Just to wait for the brittle bow to break
chipped away by steel heated by the holy bush,
so they may fall into the eternal grace.
A warm burial place akin to birth and rebirth.
My baby’s bones are not alone,
but in company with other saturated skeletons.
His caged birds sing to me sweetly:
He’d never know the difference between
your baby girl’s and that of his own flesh,
yet he preaches you are stained with
most hideous and diabolical dye.
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But he was so very kind,
to take her younger sister and I
to our watery baptismal grave,
permitted to be washed clean
of every hurtful touch,
of all the grime and dust,
that our plantation bore:
the sour, bruised, distasteful fruit.
The blue birds sink the seeds; no pollination.
My last wish is for holy transformation
Of water to not wine,
But gallons of strict kerosene,
to burn and purge this land
Of all their tyrannical lords
and their suffering slaves too,
because no one owns the rocks or gems,
the dirt, the lakes, or the mountain ranges
besides the one whose mouth,
will breathe breath into these floating lungs.
Leave our bones to keep the seeds company.
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Bet w een

the

Lines

Michael Parsons
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H i g h S ch o o l E n g l i s h T e ach e r
Jenna Chapman

“I want to be a high school English teacher.”
The face you just made,
Is why we should
Rethink about
Who shaped us
Like clay, like dough.

You won’t make any money.
The fact that your first thought
Was the size of my future wallet,
And not the size of my future smile,
Is indicative of the treatment of
Your teachers.
We mold your kids,
We see them more than you do,
We hear their struggles,
We see their excitement.
The arguments I’ve seen between
		Father					
And
				
Daughter
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Highlight the stigma
		
But I can lift them up,
Against
			
		
You scorn us

Teachers.
		

				
					

Yet expect us to be
Perfect with
Perfect scores
And Perfect reflections

But students are not paper;
They live and breathe-

I cannot edit them,
Put a spotlight
On their passions
		
To blind out the fear.
						

So, the next time you
scoff
At teachers

				

14

M o o n M ot h e r

We owe the moon our love,
For she is our mother,
Our controller,
Our protector.
She weaves blankets of tides,
And nocking arrows as we sleep.
She welcomes the pure
And scorns the wicked.
She lights our way
In dark times,
Cradling our cheeks
In a cool glow.
She shows us new life
And new hope,
She revolves around us,
Watching and loving.
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She looks best in silvers,
Sparkling like the stars,
Cold like the night,
But beautiful.
She has many names;
Luna,
Artemis,
Selene,
Arianrhod,
Diana,
Hecate,
Mother.
I love her.
I think
she is beautiful,
even when she hides her face.
Her phases influence ours,
Her love trumps ours,
And when clouds hide her from me,
		
I call her- missing her smile.
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Lessons

f ro m a

C a m p C o u n s e lo r

After Reading Jamaica Kindcaid
Don’t hit your friends- you’ll lose them; Don’t climb above water- you’ll fall;
Don’t lie- you’ll lose trust; This is how you run through the woods without
slipping; This is how you touch the bottom of the pool; Don’t jump on top of
your friends- they could drown; Don’t throw your bread- birds and raccoons
will come; Don’t try to pet the raccoon! Don’t try to take it home!- Yes they
can have pancakes- NO YOU CANNOT FEED IT!; Make bracelets for your
friends- Are you my friend?- Of course I am- What if my friend is mean?- A
bracelet might make them smile; We let the crawdads go before lunch so they
can eat too; DON’T RUN THROUGH THE SWINGS!; This is how we tie
knots in string so they stay; This is how we negotiate for forts; This is how we
play; This is how we play together; This is how we swing; PLEASE DON’T
JUMP OFF THE BRIDGE- WHY ARE YOU UP THERE?; Don’t push your
friends- you’ll get there at the same time; Stop lying about it- I wasn’t!- Stop
lying to me, I watched it happen; Lying loses friends; Let the animals go before you leave- they want to go home too-Why can’t I take it home with me?Don’t you want to go back to your home?- They do too; Don’t lie about anything- it leaves a sour taste in your mouth; This is how you catch a ball; this is
how to get rocks out of your shoe; this is how you bury a friend in the pebbles;
This is how you get out of that; Don’t throw rocks at your friends!; Don’t be
17

cruel- How do I know if I am cruel?- After all this, you still have to ask how
to know if you are cruel?
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Almas Gemalas
Maria Pomales

You bear la isla on your back,
Cotidiano carrying her.
She’s been your luggage since you departed.
You’ve returned since and gone again,
Taking more of her cada tiempo.
You’ve yet to return to her warmth,
Her humid and sandy embrace,
Since I arrived.
But la conozco.
La conozco, thanks to you.
You brought her to me,
Piece by piece.
You brought her joy and elation,
Sweet canciones like her winds,
Whispering a mi alma.
19

You brought her deepest sorrows,
An existence maldito with confusion,
Tormented like her with constant tormentas.
She is ours.
We are hers.

Almas gemelas.
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J e s u s Wa s n ’ t W h i t e

Abuela says we aren’t black.
My curls say that’s wack.
Twisting ‘round my finger,
The same effortlessness
My hips might possess.
Momma irons my dress,
Sunday’s best.
Wear your stockings,
Say your prayers,
Repent. Repent. Repent.
Shadow of a child
Sashays down the aisle.
Body and blood,
Blood and body.
Greet your Lord and Savior.
Piercing blue eyes.
History’s lie.
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Pops doesn’t attend,
Momma doesn’t approve.
I wonder.
Those blank walls,
The seats too small.
That place can’t hold my color,
He says
Jesus wasn’t white.
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Sof rito

1 can of tomato paste,
2 cups of cilantro,
A pinch of bochinche,
Dad’s belly laugh,
Abuela’s watchful eye,
A lingering tear I cry.
My absolute favorite recipe.
The spice of my life,
Most definitely.

23

Wo m a n L o o k i n g O u t W i n d ow

Payton Brown

24

Holle r

H e av e n : H o l l e r a n d H e av e n : I n R e G e o rg e E l l a Lyo n ’ s “W h e r e I’ m F ro m ”

and

sponse to

Isabella Tennant

I come from dirt trails lined with ferns, all leading to one cabin,
Haunted by the absence of its former inhabitants.
I come from murky lake water,
Whose depths were so dark I could divine nothing from them.
I come from friends and fawns,
From the place my grandfather calls a holler,
And my grandmother calls a heaven.
I come from the caretaker who drains the lake to prevent flooding,
From the neighbor who tends the small library,
Filled to the brim with the smell of old books
Complete with cracked spines and yellowed pages.
Beyond city limits, past the aching limbs of overgrown trees,
Across the narrow bridge separating my home from my life,
I follow the familiar curve of road that leads to my everything:
My home, my family, the place that raised me- it all stems from 		
here.
25

H o l d fa s t
Michael DiBacco

The poem in which we stand on mountaintops, wave crests grown taller by our
finite energy, the anticipation of a breaking, the aftermath, the seafoam.
The poem in which backseats drift into unreality.
The poem in which Ice Road Truckers plays in the ICU waiting room, not
subbed, but full volume, and they’re slipping and so are you, but you need
more than new tires and she assures you it hurts less eventually.
The poem in which satellites become shooting stars.
The poem in which ladybugs still buzz in a faux chandelier.
The poem in which the sun warms your face, and you’re grateful for it, but at
the same time don’t want it, and wish that it was raining, like the books, the
movies, and being alive becomes a new beast.
The poem in which there’s a girl standing across the room, alone, and you let
her, let her go, let her walk away, reproaching yourself, muttering Aphrodite,
don’t leave.
The poem in which your friends answer all your calls and you answer all of
theirs, but sometimes you can’t, or don’t, and so they call less.
The poem in which there’s no quarter fed binoculars on Lookout Point.
The poem in which the closest you come to a pilot is a rolled window, an outstretched arm, and wingtips tethered to tendons at speed.
The poem in which this summer doesn’t feel like a remembrance of things lost,
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or things soon to be lost.
The poem in which home acts as a verb. The poem in which you’re allowed to
skim choose your own adventure stories.
The poem in which plastic dinosaurs rest precariously on my dash till stop, or
slow, or turn.
The poem in which there’s no one shotgun to put them back again.
The poem in which when I sleep, I sink deep into the syrup of dreams worth
remembering, surfacing slowly to avoid the bends.
The poem in which Taurus and Orion duel in Pamplona, spectators’ wineskins
plump with stars.
The poem in which the glass is neither half empty or half full, but just there,
and that’s enough.
The poem in which I don’t feel the pressure of my last name first when sifting
through paperwork.
The poem in which I haven’t badly scratched a final memento through layouts
for sinking frisbees and when caught by sunbeam doesn’t scream its imperfection.
The poem in which we treat ashes as gunpowder, stuffing them in bottle rockets and mortar tubes, a bang rather than a wilting.
The poem in which Leda isn’t raped by the swan, in which Troy doesn’t burn,
in which it can all be put back again.
The poem in which the comforter on my twin bed is like a flag draped over a
coffin.
The poem in which I circle back to the old spots, old habits, trail loops and
paper routes glued together for infinity, no more.
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Fiction
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Grey
Melissa Reynolds

Ludwig Wittgenstein once said that wisdom is grey, however life
and religion are full of color. I must be very wise then, because my life is
grey. Enough darkness to tint the white, but not enough to moan and cry over.
Enough white to lighten the black, but not enough to call myself ‘good’ or
to zing with joy. I don’t believe in God, have never been religious. I get by.
Neither good nor bad. I’m the average, adequate meal that doesn’t excite the
senses or offer much in the way of hardiness, but hey, at least the belly is full.
Though, if God were to taste me, he’d spit me out because I am lukewarm.
But there is one bright spot. I had a best friend growing up. She was
two years older than me and a typical tomboy. Wild in all ways, she had dark,
waist-long hair that rarely felt a brush, skin tan from being outside all day,
tall and thin. Willing to climb any tree, to give into my crazy ideas, letting me
jump over her on rollerblades, and always wrestling, running, full of energy,
never still. We were always laughing and screaming, loud and obnoxious children, oblivious in our innocence, our only limit our imaginations and dinnertime. My life was nothing but color and a fever pitch of make-believe, daring
acts, tree houses, and water battles.
Then. Then I grew up. I found my stepfather dead of an overdose and
my mom couldn’t stay in the same house. So we moved and moved again. The
last time I saw her, she admitted she liked me, but she was dating an older boy
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down the road and I was too far away. She was shy, reserved, and unlike the
girl I had known. She left early to go see him because she had already made
plans to walk with him and I had dropped in unexpectedly. I couldn’t stand to
see her again. Even when my mom offered to drive me to her house.
I became a man. Had a family of my own. Sunk into the grey of work, responsibility, and of set schedules. My children are grown. My wife gone. And I am
a husk of grey.
So, I return to my old stomping grounds. She has since moved on.
College, husband, children. I don’t know if she thinks of me or if her life also
faded to the grey. Maybe if she was wise. But I walk the park we once ran and
I take in the peace, the green of the place. The trees are huge, ancient beings
that stand watch over their small dominion. Streams crisscross the land, and
I stop to watch the small silver fish flash through dappled sunshine. A laugh
tinkles across the surface of the water and tickles my ear. I look up and my
breath stills in my chest.
A woman, hair long and dark, shot through with shining strands of
silver leans over the rail, dropping bits of bread to the fish. A beam of light
burst through dark clouds and my grey world explodes into a prism of colors
so intense my eyes hurt.She smiles and it is the same one I remember. For an
instant I see her as the girl she was, with wild hair and warm brown eyes. For
an instant, I am a boy again. And I could only have seen her there on the stone
bridge, a dancer wreathed in ghostly blue, because that was the way they wanted me to see her.
Beings of light stand on either side of her, such creatures I thought
could never exist, angels, and they lean with her. She is unaware of them, but
also seems to be one of them. And I know to the core of my being that I had not
befriended a simple girl all those years ago, but a light bringer. Someone who
pulls others from the darkness and illuminates their life with color and happiness without ever being aware of their power. Hard to believe or to picture her
as such, knowing her as I do. Having seen her tears over scrapped knees, they
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her temper when the neighbor called her names, the way she dissolved into a
puddle of laughter over a fart, or the way she liked to shove snow down my
coat collar.
I take a step forward and the angels turn to me. They are here, not to
protect her, but for me. I want to know her again, to hear of her idealistic life,
to laugh at her stories, but fear grips me. I am not ready for the death I am sure
would bring to me. I turn from her and her promise of color and imagination
and life and I run. Run from the color and belief in the mystical and return to
the grey.
I doubt she ever met knew it was me, that she ever saw my face. I
couldn’t stand to see her all those years ago, and today is no different. I shut
away the possibilities of what could have been if things had been different,
what maybe should have been, but when I look down, my hand is wreathed in
a ghostly blue. I press my hand to my heart and the pain is unbearable. Tears
stream down my face and I scrub them away. I have known color, and now that
I remember there’s no going back to grey. The death the angels brought was
not physical, but the end of grey.
I dig around for my cell phone and call my daughter, make plans to
visit her, to eat a rich meal and to listen to her talk of dreams and passions, to
watch her glow. I sit and listen to the trees whisper in the wind, and swear they
are singing.
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Un t i t l e d

Erin McCarty
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M o m ’ s L at e -N i g h t C a l l s
Cameron Ferguson

My mother would always make sure my four brothers and I were
tucked in and asleep before making her late-night phone calls. We slept in a
modest bed, no bigger than a cheap blow-up mattress, and the springs poked
out at the bottom, which brought about my mom’s tucking-in process. She’d
have my brothers and I lay flat on the mattress, and then she’d proceed to toss
this massive knitted quilt over the entirety of the mattress, enveloping us in the
process. One by one, we’d poke our heads out, and she’d give us each a kiss on
the cheek. Then, she bundled up any blanket that flowed over the side or bottom of the mattress and would cram it under our feet. Assurances of “There’ll
be hell to pay,” and “I’ll beat yo ass,” ensured my brothers and I stayed cocooned in our blankets. However, one night, when I was nearing the age of ten
and growing bolder, she strayed from her normal routine of rechecking that her
youngsters were sleeping and, immediately after tucking us in, stomped off to
the kitchen to phone her confidant for the night.
I listened for the abhorrently loud thunk the dial on our old rotary
phone made after clicking into place for the last time and shimmied out from
under the covers, taking special care not to wake any of my brothers. As I
pressed my feet onto the cold, hardwood floor, I exhaled a crisp stream of air,
and turned towards the bedroom door. Tiptoeing with arms fully outstretched,
I patted my way across the bedroom to the door. I grasped the doorknob with
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both hands and slowly peeled open the door, shuddering with every creak and
moan the door made. Soon I would know what my brothers and I had always
wondered: What did mother’s late-night phone calls consist of?
I secured the door behind me, dropped to all fours and crawled toward
the kitchen, using the adjacent wall as a shield from my mother’s eyes. As I
edged toward the end of the wall my mother came into view, and she looked
unhappy. Her hair was bound in curlers and she donned a fuchsia robe that
swayed back and forth as she paced from one side of the kitchen to the other,
her non-phone hand holding the bulky rotary phone base and balancing a lit
cigarette on top of the base. Whenever my mother passed the kitchen table
she’d stop for a moment, set the phone base down, take a long drag of her cigarette, and, then continue pacing. I had seen her angry before, and the one thing
that had always stood out to me was the vibrant, fiery red that would overtake
her dark brown face. I’d seen mothers, of my friends or cousins, fueled with
a similar anger, but never would I see that same red face. Whenever anyone
asked why she got so red, she would reference the “quarter of Indian blood”
running through her veins. Whatever the cause behind this trait, it had one very
simple effect on me and my brothers - it scared the living shit out of us.
Still, hiding behind the wall, I reconsidered going forth with my act of
espionage. If I were caught, the resulting ass-whooping would be hellacious.
If my mother saw me, I would try to run, but she would catch me. She would
have me pick a stick from outside, or even worse, go for her studded belt, and
then, she would bend me over her knee, in front of my brothers, and tear my
ass up. I pushed this horrific image from my brain. When I went back and told
my brothers about what I found out that night, there would be no topping it.
Any impressive thing one of my brothers tried to brag about would be immediately less impressive because I had done this, and I wanted that.
I stood up, pressing my body flat against the wall, and inched my way
right to the very end of the hallway. The conversation was just getting past
Soul Train banter, probably a ploy to try and cheer up my mom, when my
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mother pulled a chair out from the table and plopped into it.
“The job’s good, pays better than the factory,” she said, feigning enthusiasm. “And all I do is take and make calls, and you know I don’t mind
that,” she chuckled. There was a softness to her voice that I only recalled her
using after me or my brothers scraped a knee or lost a big baseball game. “It’s
just hard, ya know?”
I nodded my head, as if she were talking to me.
“I do my best with the boys. I work my ass off to take care of them,
but it’s not enough, and how Johnny’s stupid ass found that loophole, or whatever the fuck he’s been calling it, to only send us fifty dollars a month is downright wrong. I’ve got five of his damn kids sleeping on a piece of shit mattress
on the floor, and that bastard can only send us fifty dollars a month!?”
Tears began to form in both of our eyes.
The caller on the other line mumbled something.
“I’ve been praying, damn it” my mother responded violently, at first
loudly, then quickly back to a lower tone of voice. Hurriedly, she placed the
phone first
handle on her shoulder, grabbed the ashtray from the center of the table, ashed
her cigarette, and took a deep pull before lifting the phone handle back to her
ear.
Tears were now visibly rippling down her red cheeks.
“I don’t know what I’m going to do. The electric bill is past due and
they’reshutting the lights off tomorrow.” I stepped back.
I didn’t want to listen anymore.
I tiptoed back to my room. I opened my door with the same caution I
had used to open it. I patted my way to my side of the bed, and I wiggled back
into my spot.
I cried.
“Are you okay?” my oldest brother, Curtis, turned over and asked.
“Yeah, I’m alright,” I replied, sniffling. I turned away. I didn’t tell him about
35

mom’s phone call.
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We d d i n g

by t h e

B e ach

Michael Parsons
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Te m p e s t
Macy Kile

My socks are wet.
It’s the worst feeling in the world. Mud and water had soaked through
my shoes and flooded my socks with an inescapable wetness. I would’ve taken
off my shoes and socks;however, I was nearly knee deep in mud at the bottom
of a hill and they would never dry in thetorrential downpour that was releasing
itself from the sky.
My car was here too, sprawled on its back in a position that seemed so
incredibly vulnerable. It brought me to tears, to see it like that, but my socks
were wet, and I could only really think about that. I felt faint and I tried my
best not to sway and lose what little footing I had gained. I tried to lift away
from my captor, but the suction from the sticky mud kept me in place. I could
shuffle a few inches at a time with an effort that made my muscles burn. Eventually, I reached my upturned-beetle-looking vehicle.
I felt less alone with my car, but I knew that I was utterly isolated. A
glimmer of silver stuck out a few feet away from me, illuminated by my headlights, and I slowly made my way over to it. I picked up my cell phone and
attempted to wipe it off. The dirt turned into a little brown Ganges that covered
my hands, and fresh clear streams replaced it. When I turned it on, it told me
what I already knew, no service.
I knew what I had to do, yet at the same time I didn’t. I didn’t have a
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way to contact thepolice. I barely knew where I was, I knew the other car was
long gone, and that help had not been called. I was disoriented. I felt like my
head was splitting in two. I put my hand tentatively to my forehead and in the
dim light from my phone. I saw a streak of red blood on my hand. It too was
quickly swept away in a river.
The view above me was something of nightmares; lit from my car’s
headlights, gushing water streamed down the hill’s chest into a pool at its
feet. The hill stood tall and threatening. Lacerations caused by my car lay
deep within its torso. Mud excreted from it like blood. It was unclimbable in
this state. I would have to remove myself completely from the mud in order
to find a way up the hill.
I reached my arm precariously through my car window and struggled
to turn my car off in the awkward position. I cut the engine. Now, it was just
the rain and me. After one last backward glance at the site, I began to try and
free myself from the pit that threatened to swallow me whole. I had to take a
number of breaks to rest. The wound from my head made me see little white
dots that looked like lights at first. Impossible because everything in front of
me was pitch black.
I walked along the foot of the hill until it finally began to look less
intimidating. I don’t know how long it took for me to reach the road. All
that I know is that my legs and arms ached, and my back felt like I had been
hunched over for an eternity. When I climbed over the guardrail I looked
down and felt a deep exhaustion.
I kept my tasks right in front of me. Get out of the car, check. Turn
the car off, check. Walk away from the car to remove self from danger,
check. Find a phone, check. Get to the road, check. Now my next objective
was to find cell service, a house, another car, anything to help me. I didn’t
know if I should wait with my car for a passing vehicle. It was nearly 2:00 in
the morning on an alternate route road in the middle of rural West Virginia.
Fuck.
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During the day you could go the entirety of your journey without seeing another car pass, and I was beginning to fear that no one would come along. I began
to walk in the direction that I’d been heading. I knew that nothing lay for me
the opposite way. My life seemed to offer no relief, as soon as I was rid of one
burden, another quickly replaced it.
I had just ended my three-year long relationship with my boyfriend
Sam. Sam and I met in the middle of the summer, a sticky June. It made me
irritable, the never-ending heat; but Sam made it fun. He was my first actual
boyfriend. We would go swimming in the rivers, get drunk under the sun, and
cool off in the water. He was quiet around my friends.
I remember one day at the end of August just Sam and I went to a local
swimming hole. He carried me down to the water on his back, I squealed in
excitement when he put me down. I tossed off my shoes and stripped down to
my bathing suit before running into the water.
He joined me in the rippling blue-grey river. The strength of the current surprised me, but it was shallow enough to stand. The sun reflected off of
the water, making Sam’s white-blonde hair seem like a halo around his head.
He seemed like
an angel to me then. Sam scooped me up in his arms, whispered in my ear that
he loved me for the first time. I believed him.
One night everything turned sour. I sat on Sam’s porch, the cold November air made me shiver. I could not see Sam, but the lighter clicked on with
a hiss and the end of his cigarette lit up with a red-orange aurora. I said nothing. I just listened to the soft inhale and exhale of his ritual, the sound of the
cigarette burning softly. My eyes slowly began to fill with tears, the canvas had
a messy orange streak from the burning tobacco. I blinked them away, they
were warm against my face.
The darkness did not feel comforting, it felt intimidating. I was afraid
for Sam, that he would lose himself again and get angry. A quivering figure
towering above me, Sam trapped inside of himself. I lusted after it and cow
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ered away from it. I couldn’t detach myself from him.
It was the night he first hit me. I had come home late from work after a
few drinks with my coworkers and he accused me of cheating. I don’t remember how his fist felt against my cheek. I remember how he enveloped me in a
hug so incredibly repulsive that I let myself melt into him. I don’t remember
the reeking alcohol that came from every pore of his body, but I remember the
way the lingering cigarette tasted on his lips.
That night I lay in his bed, not too far, not too close. I remember
counting the planks in the ceiling, and how the shadows looked when a car’s
lights would stalk us through the window. I could still feel every ounce of presence that lay beside me. I suppose the sun rose. I suppose that I watched it. I
eventually felt him stir awake, and I pretended like I was asleep then. Sam got
up and crept out of the bedroom, so quietly, something that would have been
thoughtful.
Earlier in that night, before the crash, I had come over to Sam’s house
after work to find him working on his computer. His light hair was duller in the
dingy fluorescent light. I decided to make him some food because I knew that
he had been working on his grad school applications all day. While I was at
the stove, he came up behind me and put his hands on my hips. I thought back
to when we were in the water, weightlessly floating in a pool of blind love. A
touch so gentle and forgiving that I melted into his embrace. I closed my eyes.
Sam turned my body towards him with shocking forcefulness. My eyes flew
open to look into his. They were filled with an emotion that I knew all too well.
“Who the fuck is Alexander?”
Anxiety flooded my body. My lips began to tremble.
“Answer me,” Sam demanded. His grey eyes were stone cold. His
beautiful smile was twisted in anger.
“Alexander is my coworker,” I whispered.
“I know all of your coworkers, remember Liz? Who the fuck is he?”
I slowly stepped away from the stove, I tried to make my way out of
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the kitchen; but Sam grabbed my arm and pulled me towards him. A stranger
looking in might’ve seen two lovers from afar.
“Chris just hired him, alright?” I kept my responses short, full of fear
that he would find further fault in my words.
“Why are you making plans to be alone with him then. You’re fucking him,
aren’t you?”
“I just met him, Sam. I promise nothing is going on.”
Nothing was going on. Alex wanted help picking out a gift for his
sister’s birthday. He wanted me to go to the mall with him. Sam’s laptop sat
threatening on the table. It wasn’t his grad school application that had been
pulled up, it was my text messages, I knew it wasn’t hard to do, but a small part
of me thought that Sam wouldn’t go that far to invade my privacy.
“I don’t believe you. You fucking liar. How could you do this to me?”
Sam hadn’t let his grip loosen on my arm. I waited for my opportunity, Sam
pushed me
away from him and I took the chance to grab my keys, leaving everything else,
and make my way out the door. He didn’t follow me out, every other time he
didn’t need to, and I had come back to him.
As I walked out of the door into the dark night the rain began. I remembered
being in the river, the nights where we spent curled up in each-other’s arms,
the way he used to kiss my nose before we departed, his white-blonde hair
appearing as a halo around his head. All of that was worth it to me to keep
going, the thought
of getting that back kept me there.
There were nights where we would stay up until the sun rose. We
drank wine from the bottle, effervescent and bubbly. We would crack each
other up for hours and marvel over each other in the dim light. I couldn’t forget those moments. Sam ruined them for me. He took a can of bright red paint
and ruined my perfect picture. I wouldn’t go back to them as an excuse. I told
myself that I would find another way.
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The suffocating storm slowed to a tranquil sprinkle. The rivers rushing along the side of the road took a breath of relief, but their flow still hurried
along. My clothes stuck to me as I walked, tendrils of my long brown hair
welded to the middle of my back. My eyes had long since gotten used to the
darkness. However, the newfound silence from the lack of rain was startling.
I nearly screamed whenever I felt my phone vibrate six times in a row.
I looked down, the light blinding my eyes, messages from Sam that I didn’t
open. A meager one bar showed up at the top.
Sometime later an ambulance and a state trooper were surrounding
the site where I was driven off of the road. I told them what I could remember.
A young man with red hair assessed my health. He said that I probably had
a concussion and that my head wouldn’t need stitches. He said that I was extremely lucky, that he’s never seen someone get out of a wreck that bad with
only a few scratches.
I don’t know if I felt lucky. I stared at the streaks of red and blue lights
darting across the darkness. I got into the ambulance. The red headed man was
driving. We drove off of the site. I wish they would have just let me go home.
I wanted to wrap myself in a blanket after a hot bath. I needed some comfort.
I felt my eyes start to close; but I forced myself to stay awake.
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H e a rt l i n e
Alexandra Persad

2:37 AM
Ellis blinked.
The light above her was burned into her vision, a bright orange splotch
imprinted behind her eyelids. A shiver ran through her body; she could feel the
cold of the porcelain tile through her nightgown. It was held up by two thin
straps, both of which had slipped down passed her shoulders as she laid on the
ground, her arms outstretched.
She lifted her gaze and stared at the ceiling. It was far away.
How are you supposed to change the lightbulbs in here?
Her eyes rolled to the side and she caught a glimpse of her hand.
A small stick of plastic sat inside her loosely curled fingertips. It rested gently in her palm, uncaring.
She lifted her hand, holding it inches from her face. She forced herself
to look at it, resisting the urge to recoil.

It’s your own piss, for Christ’s sake.
She stared at it. It stared back at her.
One line.
Two lines.
Defeated, she dropped her arm limply at her side. The test hit the
ground with a shallow smack that echoed throughout the room.
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A small tear rolled down the side of her face, crossing the hollow of
her temple and leaving behind a trail that glimmered under the harsh lights.
She wiped it away, but left her hand resting over her face. It smelled sterile,
like the lemon hand soap beside the sink. The only color in a room of white.
She forced herself up, hugging her legs to her chest like a child. Her nightgown
twisted tightly around her, tugging at her sides.
The mirrors in front of her duplicated her reflection into infinity. Each
one of her selves looked pathetic—all swollen-eyed and bitten cuticles. Her
only company.

Why do we have to have so many goddamn mirrors?
As she wiped a smudge of black from her eyes, so did they.
She stared at them and they stared back.
Each one of them wanted to scream.
“Breakfast?”
Nick’s eyebrows were raised behind his wireframe glasses. They were
too large for his face. He had a small face. His features were smushed together
beneath two scrutinizing eyebrows that were constantly furrowed in doubt or
frustration.
Ellis shook her head. “No, thanks.” She tightened the belt of her robe,
feeling it dig in beneath her rib cage. She ran her finger along the loops of the
silk tie, reassuring herself that her waistline had not changed.
“I’m making you some anyway,” Nick decided, cracking two eggs into a cast
iron skillet. They hissed loudly as they hit the pan. “Why were you up so early
this morning?” he wondered.
Ellis gnawed on the inside of her lip as she recalled the pregnancy
test. She had buried it under a mountain of unused, crumpled tissues in the
guest bathroom.
“El?” Nick’s eyebrows rose expectantly again.
“My mother called,” Ellis said. Her throat was tight. She picked at the edges of
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her cuticles beneath the countertop, feeling the weight of his gaze.
“What did she want?”
“Just to talk.”
He scoffed and shook his head. “Can’t you tell her to stop calling?”
He dumped the eggs onto a plate and slid it across the counter.
“I like talking to her,” she shrugged.
Nick gave her a doubtful expression. “No, you don’t.”
She was quiet, fixating her eyes on the tines of her fork. It reflected
the light from the fixture above them. She could feel the heat of it through her
robe. She shifted, running a hand along the back of her neck.
The refrigerator door shut as Nick returned the carton of eggs back to
its designated spot. He stood across from her, leaning against the countertop.
The cotton of his t-shirt stretched across his dark skin, outlining his muscles.
“Eat your eggs.”
After Nick left for work—all suited and briefcased—Ellis shut herself
in her office, locking the door behind her. The way she always kept it, even
when Nick was gone.
She ran her hand over the keyboard of her laptop. She had a bad habit
of leaving it open, encouraging dust to settle in the crevices. Her makeshift
office was full of dust. She never bothered to clean it. There wasn’t much to
clean—a desk, a chair that lacked lumbar support, and old photos that were
taped to the wall.
An image of her and Nick from his graduation ceremony studied her
constantly, his accomplished smile laughed at her from across the room.
Beside it, there was an unrelentingly empty space, perfect for a diploma—the one Ellis never received. She pictured it there frequently, imagining
her name written in script. But she had dropped out when Nick graduated. It
seemed like the right thing at the time, moving away so he could work at his
father’s firm and she could spend her days writing.
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But she didn’t. She tried. She sighed. A million ideas swirled around
her mind, but none existed on paper. Nick asked frequently to see what she was
writing, what she had accomplished with her endless hours at home.
“It’s not done, yet,” she told him. “You’ll be the first to know when it is.”
Ellis was never sure if he was asking to be supportive, or to ensure that
she didn’t have a career of her own. What would he do if she had some semblance
of success? What if her walls were filled with her own books?
She wondered what they would be about.
Sometimes she thought about going back to school, burying herself in
books and long classes. She had never imagined that she would be someone who
would drop out, especially to depend so completely on someone else.
“Why would you do that?” Nick laughed whenever she mentioned it.
“What do you need that you don’t already have?” he gestured around him to their
house, it’s high ceilings, marble finishes, shiny fixtures. All the things that she
didn’t need.
“Nothing, I guess,” Ellis shrugged.
And that was that.
So Ellis stayed in her tiny office, behind her locked door and degree-less
wall. There was one window in her office, directly across from her desk. The
windowsill housed a plastic succulent, but the sun was beginning to bleach it and
the tips of the leaves were turning yellow, as if a lifeless thing were capable of
dying.

Should I buy another one?
She laughed at herself.
No, she decided.
Ellis redirected her attention to her laptop. She didn’t even try to pretend
to write today. She minimized her empty Word document and opened a browser.
Her hands shook as she typed, her heart pounded against her chest and she took a
deep breath.

Calm down. Jesus.
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Faulty pregnancy test. False positive. Pregnancy test accuracy. Am I
pregnant? Please for the love of God don’t let me be pregnant.
She backspaced her last search and shut her laptop. Her hands still
shook.
“Well, how are things up there? Anything new and exciting?”
Her mother’s usual question.
Ellis cradled the phone between her shoulder and chin. She was lying in
the heap of throw pillows that sat on the bed. She watched the hands on the clock
tick slowly as she spoke. 5:26. Nick would be home at 5:33.
“Not much,” she said, fiddling with the tassels that lined one of the small
cushions. “There’s a party at the firm for Nick later.”
“A party?”
“Well,” she corrected herself. “A gathering. For making partner, remember?”
“Oh, right, right.”
Ellis fidgeted with her ring, tucking the diamond on the underside of her
finger. Looking at it made her uncomfortable. It had seemed large when Nick had
first presented her with it, and her mother had only reaffirmed her suspicions. Her
constantly half-lidded and tired eyes had doubled in size at the mere sight of it.
“My God,” she had said. “You can’t go swimming with a rock like
that—it’ll drown you.”
She was right.
“I think it will be nice to go,” Ellis said. “Nick is excited.”
“He should be,” she answered. “Do you know what you’re going to
wear?”
Ellis rolled onto her stomach and laid her head down on one of the pillows. The embroidery felt rough against her cheek.

I wonder if embroidering is hard.
“I hadn’t thought about it,” she said. “I guess I’ll see what I can find
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before Nick gets back.”

Maybe I should try it.
She glanced at the clock again. 5:30.
Three more minutes until Nick returned.
“Mom, I should go. I love you.”
“Oh, okay,” she said. “I love you too, Ellie.”
5:31.
Ellis stood in the middle of their closet. It was large, but in comparison
to her, it was gigantic. She had to strain her neck to see shoes displayed on the top
shelves and use a stepstool to reach them. On her side of the closet, she kept her
clothes within reach. She didn’t have many. The clothing rod was still half empty
even when she hung up all her clothes, spacing the silver hangers so far apart that
the different fabrics didn’t touch.
Nick’s, on the other hand, looked like a storage room at a Men’s Warehouse; different jackets and button-up shirts were crammed together, a variety of
ties hung over shirt collars. Every day, he left for work in a different ensemble,
never wearing the same combination of pocket squares or suits twice.
She had mentioned her lack of clothes to Nick once and he laughed.
“Why do you need more clothes?” he asked. “You don’t have anywhere
to wear them.”
He was right. She would feel silly wearing them into her sad, little office
all alone. The only face that would see her would be Nick at graduation.
“Is that what you’re wearing?”
Ellis jumped. She hadn’t heard him come in.
Nick leaned against the doorframe, his hands buried in the deep pockets
of his dress pants.
Ellis eyed herself in the mirror. She didn’t have many options to choose
from, but she had finally decided that she liked how she looked. The black dress
hugged the small curve of her breasts and ended just above her knee, a small slit
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revealing the very back of her thigh. The kitten heels she had added lengthened
her legs just enough.

Why are they called kitten heels, anyway?
“I think so,” she said, tucking a curl behind her ear.
“Don’t you have anything else?” he stood behind her, studying her reflection with a critical eye. She could feel his breath on the back of her neck.

Is it because kittens are small like the heels?
“Not really.”
She picked at the side of her cuticle as his eyes remained fixed on her,
unmoving.
“You don’t like it?” she asked finally. She crossed her arms over her
stomach.
“Does it matter?” he raised his eyebrows. “It’s not like you’re wearing it
for me,” he scoffed, turning away.
She followed him into the bedroom, where he pulled the heavy drapes
back, a bright ray of light cutting through the darkness. She hovered cautiously at
the opposite side of the room.
“What do you mean?” she stared at the back of his head, struggling to
gain a sense of his expression.
“I mean,” he cleared his throat. “If you’re going to blatantly disrespect
me in front of my colleagues, you could at least have the decency to not be so
obvious about it.”
He turned to face her, his jaw was tensed, eyes narrowed into slits.
Her voice came out as barely a whisper. “I’m not disrespecting—”
In two large strides, he closed the space between them. Ellis had the urge
to recoil but her body froze. He gave her a long, unblinking stare. She held her
breath, staring at the vein that pulsed just beneath the surface of his skin, threatening to break out and strangle her. For a moment, she thought that it might.
She flinched.
“Change,” he said.
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Ellis studied the bedroom door. Nick had fallen asleep, his body was
stretched across the made bed, still dressed in his ironed shirt and pants. He had
left his jacket and tie thrown haphazardly onto the back of his chair. Silently, Ellis
slipped out of the room, still wearing her dress pants and high-necked blouse. She
tugged at it, the cotton was itchy against her skin. She was sure it would leave a
rash.
She walked cautiously across the hardwood floor, avoiding the creaky
spots. If she strained her ears, she could hear him snoring through the walls. Her
body relaxed slightly.
She opened the refrigerator, grabbing the bottle of pinot grigio that she
kept tucked in the back. The glass was cold against her skin. She could feel it
through the fabric of her shirt as she balanced it on her hip, grabbing a juice cup
with her free hand.
She sat them next to each other on the counter and studied them from the
barstool, her thumb pressed against her lip thoughtfully. They looked odd side by
side. The pink plastic beside the dull, green of the glass.
Why do people even use wine glasses?
As she uncorked the bottle, a loud pop echoed throughout the kitchen.
She froze, her eyes darting to the bedroom door. The low murmur of snoring
continued, and she released the breath she hadn’t noticed she was holding.

Calm the fuck down.
She filled the cup, her fingertips tracing the top of it.

It’s just wine.
She stared at it. A dark, misshapen version of herself floated on the top.
She looked at her curiously.
She held the cup at eye level, not bringing it to her lips. Her hand shook
just slightly, the wine threatened to spill over the edge.
Her stomach clenched.
The plastic began to bend under the pressure of her grip.
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One line.
Two lines.

Dammit.
She dropped the cup into the sink, watching the wine circle the drain.
One Week Later
“What’s this?”
Ellis was sitting on the couch, her laptop balanced on her thighs, an empty Word document in front of her. She was tucked beneath a blanket, the ceiling
fan whirring above her, drying out her eyes and making her shiver.
“What’s what?” she looked up from her laptop.
Nick stood in front of her. His face was blank. One hand was placed on
his hip and the other held the pregnancy test from a week before.
She felt her heart stop, her hands froze over the keys of her laptop, hovering above the words she couldn’t speak.
“What is this, El?” he asked again. His tone was restrained, as if he were
holding back an outburst.
She pushed her laptop onto the couch and ran her hands through the soft
fibers of the blanket.

I wonder if this is cashmere.
He raised his eyebrows expectantly. He held the pregnancy test with two
fingers, exerting more pressure than necessary. His fingertips began to turn white.

Did my mother get me this?
He broke his unmoving pose as he sat on the coffee table across from
her, balancing his weight on the very edge. He gently placed the pregnancy test in
her lap and looked at her over the top of his glasses.
“Ellis.”

No, it probably cost a fortune.
His hands formed a steeple beneath his chin.
She cleared her throat. “That’s mine,” she said quietly.
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His eyes held hers, daring her to say more. She could see the slight shine
of oil on his skin, the faint lines that ran between his eyebrows. She wondered if
he could see the wrinkles on her face. Maybe they were the first thing he saw.
“I should have told you sooner,” she cleared her throat, willing her voice
to be louder.
“How long have you known?” His jaw was clenched.
She chewed on the inside of her cheek, shifting her gaze from Nick to
her lap.
One line.
Two lines.
She lowered her voice, almost hoping that it was inaudible. “A week.”
She shrunk back into the cushions, wishing that they would swallow her,
that she would melt into the wall. She wanted to be a speck of dust, a wrinkle in
the wallpaper, anything else.
Nick inhaled sharply, and she forced herself to look at him. His expression had softened, and she finally exhaled, not realizing that she had been holding
her breath.
“You’re pregnant.”
It wasn’t a question.
Ellis felt her stomach tighten. Hearing the words aloud made her feel
nauseous. She bit down on the inside of her lip and nodded slowly.
“That’s wonderful,” his face broke out into a smile. It looked foreign on
him, like his other features didn’t know how to react. His eyes stayed cold, no
smile lines appeared.
She wondered if her child would have those eyes. She would spend a
lifetime looking into them.
“Yes,” Ellis said. “It is.”
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Monsters

of

We l l i n g t o n F o r e s t
Lauren Pauley

The last rays of the sun danced across the grass, warming the four
boys’ faces as they ran, feet pounding against the ground. They followed their
spindly shadows, nervous excitement flush on their faces. The grass sloped
off, becoming a steep hill, and their feet accommodated, rushing them into
the dangerous game of balance. They ran away from the sun, towards the dark
forest ahead of them, until their legs slowed and they looked in awe at the dark
giants towering above, panting for breath.
Without discussion, they formed a single-file line as they made their
way into the dark brush, fear blossoming in their stomachs.
Warren Willoughby didn’t like it. He didn’t like it one bit.
“I don’t like this,” he told them, hugging his arms around himself.
“We aren’t supposed to go past the gate. What if there’s…” He trailed off as
the hundreds of things that could go wrong overwhelmed him, as the horrific
stories filled his head. “I don’t like this!” he repeated finally, an octave higher.
Jack, who was a few steps in front of him, sighed. He attempted to
glance back at Warren without the others noticing, and gave him a sheepish
grin. “It’ll be okay, Warren,” he muttered. “We’re just looking.”
Warren gazed at the back of his best friend’s head, panic rising in his
chest. “But what if there’s a bear? Or a… Or what if we get caught? We’ll all
get detention.” He paused, the horror of detention overtaking him. Detention
meant trouble, and that meant disappointing Father, and it could only lead to
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bad grades and failing and flunking out and living as a bum-“If you’re going to be such a baby about it, go back,” called Heathrow
from the front. “Last thing we need is a crybaby.” He and Gendry snickered.
Jack turned again and gave him a pleading look. Warren, suddenly
overcome with shame, looked at the ground. He didn’t understand it. He and
Jack had been the best of friends for two years. It was Jack that had comforted
him in the long, lonely nights that began his boarding school tenure; Jack that
had made him laugh when he was overcome by fear; Jack that had defended
him from the other mean boys.
But, suddenly, they were eleven and things were different. Jack was becoming distant. He was suddenly obsessed with Heathrow and Gendry, two of the
rudest boys in their year. He didn’t want to read with Warren anymore, instead
opting to spend his time in the lounge with them, snickering. He hardly ever
ate with Warren at lunch, and usually only spoke to him in their room when it
was just the two of them. Jack never told jokes anymore, or, at least, jokes that
Warren understood.
He was coming to realize he didn’t understand a lot of things.
Warren had been looking forward to this Thursday evening the entire week,
for Jack had promised him they would read together as they used to. He hardly dared to believe it--no Gendry or Heathrow? No pretenses? No disgusting
jokes?--and, sure enough, Jack had entered their room just after six, a sheepish
grin on his face.
“It’s not like I’m leaving you for nothing,” he had said defensively, at
the crestfallen look on Warren’s face, “really, I’m not. We’re going exploring.
I can’t miss out on that.”
“Ex--exploring where?”
“The forest,” Jack had told him, an awe entering his eyes.
Warren had shuddered.
The forest was completely off-limits. It was dark and massive, located
at the southern end of the campus, down a steep hill. The forest was infamous
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to the students of Wellington’s School for Boys because of its fearsome nature.
Gruesome stories were told of the forest’s monsters and creepers and horrors.
It was said that the brave boys who ventured into the forest never returned.
At seven years old, all of the boys at Wellington’s were terrified at the
mere mention of the forest. The older boys spread stories of gawking monsters
and sneaky witches, poisonous snakes and demonic birds, all flitting through
the forest, waiting for their next victim. It was even whispered that the trees of
the forest came alive and ate you whole. The young boys’ nightmares became
full of trees and darkness.
But now, at eleven, the forest seemed enticing. The danger, the thrill of the unknown, the fact that it was out-of-bounds seemed to be challenging them. The
forest became an entity of bravery for the older boys, a taunt that beckoned to
them.
That is, except for Warren. As he followed Jack into deeper darkness, he suppressed a shudder, hugging his arms more tightly around himself. Peeking
back behind him, he caught a glimpse of the waning rays of sun, now only
just visible as the trees overtook it. Their footsteps echoed in the silence of the
forest, a quiet that seemed to deepen the further they went.
Warren wondered why he had insisted to go with Jack and his new
friends. His heart was pounding so rapidly he feared it would burst. He knew
it was to prove himself, but why had he chosen this particular occasion? He
yearned for the refuge of his bed, the soft glow of his lamp that reflected onto
the wall as he read a novel, the comforting familiarity of his blankets, the
knowledge that tomorrow would begin and follow the exact routine as the previous day. As one of the boys stepped on a twig, the snap reverberated loudly
and Warren flinched, looking around wildly.
“Have you seen anything?” Heathrow called back to them. He was
leading their line with a confident swagger, a smirk ever-present upon his face.
They responded in the negative, and he chuckled, turning around and
walking backwards. “I told you, it’s all bullshit what they say. There’s nothing
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scary down here. They’re all just too scared.”
“Yeah, it’s bull-shit,” Jack agreed, trying the new word out on his
tongue. Warren cringed.
Heathrow snickered at him openly. “What’s wrong, never heard that
word before?”
Warren felt a quaking fear in his chest but spoke anyway. “If it’s all-bullshit-- then how did everyone come up with those stories?” he had intended
to sound defiant, but his trembling voice gave him away.
Heathrow and Gendry laughed. Jack made as though to laugh, then
hesitated, and settled on staring at the trees around him instead.
“I mean it, guys,” Warren said, “I think we should leave.” He glanced
behind again, and, sure enough, the sunlight was gone. “What if we get lost?
Or hurt? Or--?”
“What if we get lost?” Gendry mimicked, earning himself a laugh
from Heathrow, “Jeez, Jack, where’d you find this kid?”
Heathrow, who was smirking widely, stopped in his tracks and muttered something to Gendry. They laughed loudly. Warren stopped, too, folding
his arms
across his chest.
“I mean it, guys,” he repeated, his stomach becoming an odd mixture
of unease and humiliation, “let’s--”
“Let’s just keep going,” Jack muttered hurriedly, shooting Warren a
pointed look. But Warren had had enough. He felt his chest constricting with
emotion.
“If you wanna leave, nothing’s stopping you, you baby,” Heathrow
called to Warren. “No one wanted you here in the first place. You’re the one
that tagged along.”
Warren felt his stomach drop. He looked to Jack, but he avoided Warren’s gaze. As Heathrow and Gendry laughed, tears pricked at Warren’s eyes.
“Sure, you can come,” Jack had said when Warren had asked. Jack
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had looked surprised, but slightly proud. “You can--it’ll be fun,” he had
grinned, only the slightest bit of hesitation in his voice. For a moment, it had
felt like old times, the way that their eyes met and shared a smile like it was
the two of them against the rest of the world.
But that Jack was nothing like this Jack, the one that avoided Warren’s
eyes and gave Heathrow and Gendry knowing looks, like they were all in on
a secret that Warren didn’t know about. The Jack that made fun of others and
didn’t ask Warren how he felt or how his day had gone. The Jack that suddenly
seemed too grown up and mean, too good for Warren’s friendship.
Warren didn’t mean to, but he felt the tears on his cheeks, which only
sent them into further peals of laughter. This time, Jack joined in, and that was
the worst thing of all.
They were calling his name as he left, calling him a crybaby and a preschooler
and everything in between, and he stumbled over twigs and leaves back the
way they had come. Warren struggled to contain his sobs. He didn’t understand. He didn’t understand. What had happened? Why was he suddenly not
enough? In his haste, as his mind went into overdrive, he hardly looked where
he was going, taunts ringing in his ears.
Suddenly, the earth lurched beneath his feet as an enormous thud resonated around him. Warren lost his balance, tumbling backwards, losing his
breath. A towering shadow loomed over him, and it was only with the deepest
trenches of bravery
within him that Warren managed to look up, whimpering, propping himself up
on his elbows.
An enormous figure looked down at Warren, a hideous, ghastly creature with spindly limbs that reached toward him. It was the deepest, darkest
shade of black, nearly blending in with the darkness surrounding them. But
Warren gazed in horror at its heads. There were three of them, bald, round
faces with red eyes--and they all laughed at him.
In shrill, screeching tones, they screamed at him, reminding him why Jack had
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left him and why he was a failure and why he would end up as a bum, after all,
disappointing Father-When the other boys finally found Warren, he was sobbing, pointing
up at the trees, crying about monsters and failures and wood. They stared at
each other in confusion, glancing back and forth between Warren and where
he was pointing. Frightened by his behavior, they tried to understand, but saw
nothing except branches and bark. Yet the monster remained.
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I G r e w U p R e a d i n g H o use

on

M a ng o S t r e e t

Catalina Londono

But I remember loathing it as each vignette would paint a picture of
women with olive skin and shiny black hair, and I imagined this us vs. them
version in my head. I imagined them with accents that rolled off the tongue
like miel, I imagined them making their father’s proud on the night of their
quinceanera during their father-daughter dance, with hips so full and wide,
with feet that had memorized the beat to every cumbia and bachata song, Because what I’ve been scolded for all my life, it’s not the steps you memorize,
but the rhythm. And what I’ve been scolded for, for all my life, is that I do not
have rhythm.
But it’s okay because the Saturday mornings that I’d spend with my
grandmother, we rehearse this in her kitchen floor, over and over and over
again, and still, she has not established the fact that I do not have rhythm. Instead, she’d laugh, call me mija and throw on a pot of cafe con leche, and then
she’d scold me for never finishing the rest of my cafe con leche.
But my father’s mother was different. I was never her equal, and why
should I be? She tried so hard to perfect me. She tried so hard- by feeding my
diet teas and uncomfortable glares when I’d reach for seconds. Las mujeres de
colombia deben ser así, she’d say, waving her pinky at my face. Colombian
women have standards for their bodies. They do not know Happy Meals and
Pizza Pies with extra cheese and extra pepperoni. Maybe it’s a boycott against
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commercialized fast food, maybe it’s a boycott of true happiness, because I’ve
never met a McGriddle I didn’t love, maybe it’s a boycott on ourselves because
when we demand deprivation, it’s a sign were doing something right. And for
her, she had a different image for me. An image of women with olive skin and
shiny black hair. And for that, she would scold my father.
And my father, I like to give him the benefit of the doubt that he tried
even when his efforts were futile. He tried his hardest to please his mother
while also trying to make sense of his daughter that at times, hated her last
name, hated speaking spanish to adults, hated his mother’s food, hated her own
skin, hated her own hair, hated her own accent, hated how isolated she would
feel at a family get together when all the adult women in the room, would glare
at her and tell my father to watch her weight as well as critique the ten year
old who would look alot better with some mascara and an eyebrow wax. The
shy ten year old tend to seek refuge in family bathrooms, where she’d hold
herself and sob uncontrollably into washcloths, towels, her own shirt printed
against the rolls on her stomach when she had to, and realized that what she
hated the most in this world were the hispanic women who often scolded her
and reminded her she would never be enough. And there was my mother who
scolded back. My mother, unabashed by the women in our family with lip
injections and brazilian butt lifts who seemed to somehow limit their world to
BEBE clothing and acknowledge that yes, my husband is definitely out with
another woman tonight.
My mother and I shared a common language that flourished with our
love for vallenatos and Selena but also our love for The Cranberries and Alanis
Morrisette. Sunday mornings required a big pot of sancocho, white rice, aguacate and Madeline, and maybe The Wild Thornberrys. She never scolded me,
she instead made me feel like I was enough, made me whole.
I read House on Mango Street now, and when I have moments where
I struggle to find my identity, I read over the vignettes that have taught me to
make sense of diet-inducing tia’s with bad boob jobs and Saturday mornings
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with my grandmother where we’d laugh and dance and dance and laugh to
Elvis Crespo and Grupo Niche. I love who I am, I scold myself when I feel
otherwise. I scold myself when I’m too shy to dance because I think I have no
rhythm, I scold myself when I second guess whether I want another empanada,
because the answer is always yes, you always want another empanada, I scold
myself when I stop myself mid-conversation because my accent doesn’t flow
like miel. But nowadays, I really don’t do that anymore. And when I do, I think
of Esperanza from House on Mango Street.
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D o n’t St o p Sw i m m i n g
Abbigial Davis

My parents hid a lot from me when I was younger. They hid when my
dad lost his job. They hid that the bookbags they brought home filled to the
brim with school supplies for my siblings and I came from a charity. They hid
the fact that the room in the bottom of the church was not a grocery store, but
a food pantry. They hid how much it hurt them to see us waste food as kids
do. They hid how much they were struggling. We were blind to the fact that
we weren’t doing well because we were. My siblings and I thrived. My 9th
birthday party had a rock climbing wall, and I got a purple Hannah Montana
guitar. My parents always took us to the nice pool in town. You had to pay to
get into that one. They sacrificed what little they had to hide the fact that we
were anything but rich. My ignorance was bliss, and looking back I’m grateful
for it.
Poverty is not something I saw during my childhood, but I can see
pieces of it spread throughout my life when looking back on the little things,
breadcrumbs to a truth no one wants to see. Like when my mom worked 50
hours at a nursing home, part-time at Walmart giving flu shots, and then in her
free time she would clean people’s houses. This was poverty. Actually, this
was the fear of poverty. She wanted so bad to have us grow up “normal” and
not impoverished. Little did she know in our small town, over 60% of the population was well below the poverty line. Poverty was the norm. My dad strug
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gled to find work after losing his job at a furniture company. He had to drive 7
hours to work with his father five states away. We saw him once a month if we
were lucky. I remember thinking that he was lucky, getting to go somewhere
new. At this point in my life, I had never left the tri-county area.
They were barely treading water, struggling with each kick against a
system insistent on dragging us down. This world is sink or swim, but I never
understood what pushed them to keep fighting until this summer. It was scary
when I saw what happened to a child whose family had been underwater for
far too long. They gave up.
She was bright like a flower, unique and imaginative. The world in
Daisy’s head buzzed with excitement, she would tell me of new colors she
made up, songs she’d learned, and games she’d triumphed at. Uno was one
of them. She was an amazing child. I just wanted to teach her about God and
about life, but I think she taught me more than I taught her. I didn’t realize
how truly remarkable she was until she was driven away in a police car.
I met Daisy this summer when I had a job as a counselor at a sleepaway camp for at-risk youth. We had new groups come in every week, and
Daisy came during the third week of camp. The veteran counselors called it the
third-week slump. That was very true, I had never been more tired in my life.
The night before the kids arrived I had a dream, one of those dreams where
your mind just replays a memory, and I was grateful for the comfort this one
brought.The veteran counselors called it the third-week slump. That was very
true, I had never been more tired in my life. The night before the kids arrived I
had a dream, one of those dreams where your mind just replays a memory, and
I was grateful for the comfort this one brought.
I was 6 or 7. Our burgundy mini-van pulled up the driveway, driving
over each pebble felt like an earthquake. We had just got back from a long trip,
I was tired. The van lit up as my siblings opened the door and climbed out. My
eyes were still shut, my hair matted against a blues clues pillow passed down
from my brother, flattened from years of abuse. I heard my mom try to wake
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me again, calling sing-songily. I groaned outwardly at the thought of getting
up. My mom chuckled for a second before the van rocked again as someone
else got in, my dad. He grumpily lifted me up, pillow and all, and carried me
inside, up two flights of stairs and to my room. He thought I was spoiled. I was.
My mom came in and tucked me in, and they both wished me sweet dreams
through my doorway. I drifted off to sleep again, eyes never opened, but a
smile on my face. That was a moment when all I felt was love.
The morning the kids were going to arrive I tried to get excited. I
cleaned up my area, swept the cabin, then sat down to call my mom. Those
phone calls were the hardest to end, I missed her so much. Whenever we ended
that call I had one of those relieving cry sessions where you feel a coolness in
your chest where all of that negativity just left. I cleaned myself up and went
to the driveway of the camp. I joined all of the other staff in making a tunnel to
greet the kids in when they first arrived. We disbanded after picking our positions until we heard the rumble of the struggling budget charter bus bounding
up the steep hill. The brakes squealed as the door opened up and kids jumped
out, we cheered and hollered for every one of them. My throat always hurt for
a few hours after our greeting.
My co-counselor and I stood up from the mass of fresh campers sitting in a cluster outside the activity center and called our campers names for
the first time. We needed to grab their stuff from the bus, then we would walk
to our cabin and they could all get settled in.
We called out 16 girls’ names, but we only had 15 girls in front of us.
One girl’s missing, Daisy, she never got on the bus. We move on after telling
the camp director, sometimes we would get no-shows. At that time, it’s no big
deal.
Our day proceeded according to schedule, but at dinner the camp director pulled me aside and told me that tomorrow she’s going to pick up Daisy
from her home and bring her to camp. Sometimes the camp would do this if it
wasn’t the child’s fault that they missed the bus, and they still wanted to come
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to camp. I would meet Daisy the next day, and my heart would break for her
only a few hours later.
The only other time I remember feeling broken-hearted was when I
was about 10. My mom had tried to give me a haircut herself, it was an utter
disaster. My long hair had turned into a “bob” that ended at the top of my ears.
We both cried that night. To make up for it, like she felt she had to, she got a
bunny from her friend who was a farmer for free. I named her Gracie. Gracie
was a huge rabbit with long pointed ears, soft brown eyes, and the most beautiful white and brown speckled body. At one point after having Gracie for a
few months, she had to go back to the farm. I don’t think my mom anticipated
how much keeping Gracie would cost. Upon many reassurances that Gracie
was still mine and I could visit her whenever I wanted, I let her go willingly.
The farm was her first home after all.
A “bunny-flu” struck the farm the next day, and Gracie died the day
after. She was used to being inside, and my mom’s friend told me she just
couldn’t handle the temperature and being sick. When I found out I cried for
hours upon hours, stuck with the idea that it was my fault. She was my pet, and
I kept her inside. Then I gave her back, without a fight. The thought that she
died cold and alone was what bothered me the most. I eventually recovered, as
all children do with their first experience with death, but the profound sadness
of her death was something I prayed I never felt again.
She arrived the next morning after breakfast, very polite and sweet, in
a cute colorful dress. We showed her to her bunk, let her drop her stuff off then
we went with the day’s schedule of activities. We did bonding activities and
played games until 1 o’clock, time for F.O.B. (flat on bunk aka naptime for the
kids). We have them all lay down and we do the same, it’s a break time for all
of us and wow I needed it...
I didn’t notice anything out of the ordinary until I looked over at Daisy’s bed. I wondered how she was settling in, and I’m shocked to see her laying
on the bland plastic mattress, in her dress. No pillow. No blanket. No sheet or
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sleeping bag. Just her cool ebony skin pressed against the plain latex mattress.
I could see her goosebumps from my bed. I assumed she just didn’t want to
make her bed, so I got up and trudged over to her.
“Hey Daisy, I know you’re probably tired, but you’ve got to make
your bed.” She looked at me softly, never moving from her resting position on
her back and whispered “Okay, Miss Abbi”. I went to my own bunk and sat
down, relieved that she didn’t argue with me over the little things like so many
other campers did that day. I looked over to see her unmoved and stiff, her eyes
locked with mine. I walked over to her again, sensing something to be wrong.
“Daisy do you need help making your bed?” She looked up at me with
giant sad eyes and quietly explained.
“Miss Abbi, I’m not a baby. I know how to make my own bed, it’s just
that I don’t have any stuff to make my bed with. I folded my pillow though.”
She gestured down to her jean jacket she folded into a ball. No one sent her
with any bedding. I quickly responded and told her that that’s absolutely no
problem at all and that I’m glad she knew how to make her own bed. We would
go get some stuff to make her bed with after FOB, but for that moment I had
extras she could borrow. I gave her my throw blanket and throw pillows to use
for the last 20 minutes of FOB. I laid down on my bunk and stared up at the
random engravings looming above my head. “Deborah 2011” “R+H” “24” Too
tired to sleep, I was worried if I closed my eyes I’d sleep straight through the
remainder of the day.
FOB ended and I quietly pulled Daisy to the side as everyone walked
to get
a snack and we went to the camps’ depot, where we kept extra supplies. I grabbed her a sheet set, comforter, and pillow. We went to the cabin and
made her bed. I let her keep the throw blanket and pillow I gave her earlier. So
she would have two instead of none. I had hoped that would’ve been the end
of Daisy’s struggles, now that she had a nice warm bed to sleep in at night and
during FOB. I hoped this week at camp for her would be a fun one. I still hope
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it was.
The next morning rolls by and Daisy is in the same dress. She didn’t
shower the night before, but it was her first day at camp so she didn’t have to.
I thought for a moment she might’ve slept in the dress out of laziness. I wish
I was right. I asked her in the morning why she slept in the same dress. She
gave me a blank stare, and somewhere in my heart, I think I already knew the
answer.
My co-counselor took the rest of the girls to our morning activity and
I stayed behind with Daisy. I brought a stool over to her bed and asked her if
I could move her suitcase so I could set my stool beside her. I pick it up, it’s
light. I sit down. Without me asking any more questions she stated simply “it’s
empty”.
She sinks into her bunk, looking defeated, ashamed. Someone sent this
girl to a week-long camp, one outfit on her back, no underwear, no clothes, and
she thought it was her own fault. I felt more distraught than ever for this little
girl. I explained to her that once again it wasn’t a problem, and we would get
her everything she could need. She looked delighted. She told me she thought
we would kick her out of camp. That hurt the most. She expected to be kicked
out of a summer camp for something within none of her control. I would be at
the bus stop when her guardian came to pick her up, and I felt prepared to give
them a schooling in human decency.
We walked over to the depot again. Five full outfits, seven pairs of
underwear, two towels, a toothbrush, her first deodorant, a pink hair pick, body
wash, shampoo, two yellow washcloths, a swimsuit, a pair of tennis shoes, a
pair of shower shoes, and a couple hair barrettes later, she’s ready to join our
cabin for breakfast. That morning we had eggs and sausage. She told me she’d
never had eggs before.
That week of camp flew by, and we were blessed it did. We had plenty of trials, flip-flop slapping wars, screaming matches to see who could yell
louder, fights over who climbed the rock wall the fastest. It was a good week.
71

Daisy hugged me goodbye and told me she never wanted to leave. She loved
eggs, God, and camp.
She had learned a lot this week, how to swim, how to make friends,
how to hula hoop, how to braid, how to pray, how to make friendship bracelets
and keychains. I still have the keychain she made for me hanging on my bookbag, it’s green pink and yellow, wrapped tightly with care, I don’t think I can
ever take it off.
I thought this would be the end of my journey with Daisy. I prayed
her situation at home got better, and that she would grow up to be an amazing
mountain painter (her desired profession of the day). I got in the van to follow
the bus to the bus stop. It was myturn to check out the campers as their parents
picked them up, but I had lost all inhibition on confronting Daisy’s parents. I
was worried it would cause the parent to not send Daisy to camp again. The
bus arrived an hour late to the stop, so the parents were angry but relieved.
Checking the kids out was easy. I started doing a final check to make sure
everyone got checked out, and I saw Daisy’s name with no check beside it. I
looked around and saw her with that giant empty suitcase, sitting on the sidewalk. My partner and I for checkouts, Richard, approached her. She looked up
and saw me, visibly relieved.
“They’re not here.” She said emotionless, and I felt this pit form in
my stomach. We sat on either side of her and watched the bus drive away.
“No big deal, we’ll wait,” I said to her. Her guardian was already an
hour and a half late. The camp’s policy says for us to wait an hour (a half hour
ago) then call the police. That didn’t stop us from sitting on the sidewalk with
her making small talk, lifting our heads up every single time a car came down
the road towards us, for the next two hours. The pit turned into a sinkhole.
Finally, desperate, we called the camp director. She told us to call 911.
We did. The next car that came down the road was a cop car, lights, and siren
sounding Daisy’s tragedy to everyone in earshot. He pulled each of us aside
and we told him what happened (her parents didn’t come get her), and that
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the contact number on her paperwork had been disconnected. He walked over
to Daisy last. Ricky and I were told to stay by the van, we did. Daisy slowly
walked to the cop car with the cop, he put her suitcase in the trunk, then told
her to get into the back seat. The cop came over to us and told us that Daisy
was most likely abandoned, and this was how her guardian decided to do it. He
drove away, and all I could see was Daisy staring at her toes in the backseat,
slumped over, looking defeated, slowly getting farther out of view. They let
her sink.
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Letter

to

Societ y

Maria Pomales

Dear Society,
Maria, here. I remember one of the very first statements you threw at
me that really made me think about who I am.
“You’re either a mountain person or a beach person, Pomales.”
Mr. Fuccelli really made it sound so simple. Maybe it was for him.
But for a Puerto Rican girl who was born and raised in rural West Virginia, this
just wasn’t the case. See, I was most definitely both of those people, down to
my very being, and still am to this day. Though I have yet to step foot on the
island, I still feel a strong connection to it. Pride still wells up in me every time
I see a Puerto Rican flag hanging from someone’s rearview mirror or stamped
on the front of a ball-cap. I still have a sudden urge to sway my hips every time
a strong salsa rhythm catches my attention. At the same time, I still consider
sweet tea my go-to beverage and deer jerky my go-to snack. I still wipe away a
few stray tears each Christmas Eve when I look around at the families gathered
in my little white Brethren church off of route 220. I still resonate with a lot of
different things. Conflicting as they may seem, they make me who I am.
I’ve spent the majority of my young adult life being ashamed of myself. Being ashamed of my two halves and feeling less whole because of it.
I clearly remember being laughed at for wearing my uncle’s old camouflage
sweatshirt. Not because it was oversized, but because the very concept of
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8-year-old Maria blending in with the small-town culture and dressing like the
rest of my mom’s family just seemed ridiculous. Shannon even laughed at me.
I know that’s because you told her to.
I know you influenced Mariana and Delia too. I know you’re the reason they called me a hillbilly and a hick every summer I came to visit. That is,
until I learned how to change the way I talked when I was around them. Abuela
liked it better that way too, but she wouldn’t if it wasn’t for you.
You made my classmates laugh when Coach Adams called me “Speedy
Gonzalez” for the entirety of Freshman year gym class. I laughed along. I let
my friends make jokes about me jumping the border or running from the police
during track practice. I made fun of myself. I thought that’s what I was supposed to do. That’s what you told me, anyway.
My heart still hurts when Grandma retells the story of how her family
didn’t have enough money to buy her nice shoes and clothes, so she had to find
work while her younger siblings went to the one-room schoolhouse. Or whenever she tells me how Grandaddy didn’t graduate high school either because
somebody had to stay home and take care of the farm. I can’t help but cry
when Dad tells me about how he and his naval buddies were treated when they
came back from Vietnam. How they walked into that bar in Mississippi and
walked right back out after the owner refused them service. Not because he
was against the war, but because they were all brown or black men. My blood
boils when I remember how Dad was laid off from his supervisor position at
the local nursing home. Mr. Dunmore, the new administrator, only said that
he’d rather go in a “different direction” with his supervising staff and there
was no other reason for it. Dad got a pay cut and given an “office” in the shed
outside. I’ll never forget that day. I’m still so mad I could cry. Then the new
supervisor, his new boss, proceeded to racially harass him for the next few
months. Dad laughed along, but I begged him to stop. He said he didn’t know
what else to do.
All of that, thanks to you.
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Now, I won’t push anymore blame. I shouldn’t expect any different
from society. But maybe, just maybe, I could teach you a thing or two.
My Appalachian roots run deep, and that is something I can never run
away from, not that I’d ever want to now. Yes, my first name has an accent
mark over the “I,” but I still have a little bit of a twang each time the words
“right” or “fire” roll off my tongue. My grandparents might’ve not had the
opportunity to graduate because of the economic situation they were in, but
thanks to all of their hard work and sacrifice, I’ve been able to graduate with a
dual degree from the largest university in the state. Grandaddy Mitchell didn’t
get to see it, but I know he’d be proud. One of my favorite places to spend my
free time while I’m home is the old family farm he grew up on. That’s where
I took my best furry friend Carmy on her last walk, and rode in the back of
Uncle Jr.’s truck to go get our Christmas tree last year. My favorite time of the
year is Treasure Mountain Festival Weekend. The one time a year my little
town actually has more people in it than livestock. You can hear bluegrass
melodies carrying through the mountains that cradle Franklin in their warm
embrace. The strumming of banjos always brings a smile to my face as I walk
down main street. Nobody is ashamed or embarrassed. Quite the contrary, we
all beam with pride.
Everything about my Appalachian pride is true, and, contrary to what
I used to believe, that doesn’t make me any less of a Latina. I love to make my
arroz con gandules and tostones, just like my Abuela still does. I love to listen
to 1970s salsa radio while I get ready in the mornings. I once had someone tell
me it seemed like I was trying too hard to be Puerto Rican. I should’ve told
them how ridiculous that statement was because I don’t have to “try” to be
Puerto Rican at all. I just am. And I’m so proud of that, even if I didn’t used
to be. My people have put up with so much discrimination, my own family
included. Puerto Rico has given the world amazing things: Reggaeton, Barbeque, Hammocks, Rita Moreno, etc.
It took me a long time, a very long time, but I eventually realized that
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Puerto Rican and Appalachian cultures really have a lot in common. They’re
both as friendly as can be. Try leaving a Mammaw’s house or an Abuela’s
house without eating something, I dare you. They both have their own mountain people. In Puerto Rico they’re called jiberos, but they’re wild and wonderful all the same. Family farms are scattered all over the place. Walking
around your property barefoot is not that uncommon. Fried chicken. They’re
both unapologetically stubborn, proud, and resilient. They both shaped me and
molded me into the woman I am today.
And for that I am forever grateful.
So, society, take some notes. You think you know everything about
everyone, but you don’t really know them. Learn, experience, and appreciate
all of the wonderful things that different people have to offer. The world will
be a much better place.
Best wishes,
Maria Pomales
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